Life and Letters

that unwearied mill
That burn'd ten thousand verses

with more truth than he knew. It was then
that he was making poetry that "mere mechanic
art" against which Cowperand Keats revolted.
The couplet got hold of him, the Muse let
him go, and he developed vices which a thous-
and slavish imitators copied.

The Muse let him go. Mr. Mackail gives
several reasons why Pope did not become a
very great poet. He refers to the unlyrical
quality of his age, the cramping effect of " his
method of distillation and concentration,"
and his " low vitality " ; but he gets nearest
to the fundamental thing when he speaks of his
" artificially limited scope of interest," matter
reacting on style. Temperament was at the
bottom of his failure to fulfil his promise. He
brought himself into a state of mind unfavour-
able to the highest kind of production. There
is a phrase in one of the epistles :

at night
Fools rush into my head and so I write.

The consummate cleverness of his satire could
never be disputed. It may be argued that
he sometimes polished and heightened his
invective too much. But as a rule he seizes
weaknesses with an infallible malice, and
crystallises them into perfect phraseology.
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